I felt torn and conflicted. The night before the lecture I e-mailed him. If the opportunity to speak were still available, I would do it.
Sitting through almost 3 hours of lecture consisting of 4 patient case discussions before I would speak was nerve-racking. Although no one knew it but me, this was my big debut. After a hematologist finished discussing case 4-my case-the course director took the mic and reminded everyone that these cases all reference real patients. My heart was nearly pounding out of my chest with fear, each beat like a drum, and my hands were now dripping with sweat, for I knew what I had to do next.
"In all of the large group lectures, for any system, these are not just cases, but people, and I know case 4," he said. "Everyone in this room knows case 4," he paused. "It's Jake." There was an immense fear in my stomach and an ache in my heart during those 10 seconds with the geneticist the day before. And I finally acknowledged why. It is the fear of judgment, pity, and being treated differently. I explained, "I am afraid to be vulnerable. I don't want people to look at me as less; I don't want to be treated differently, or to be given special treatment." "Well, did she treat you differently after you told her?" she asked.
That was it. That was when it finally hit home. No.
No she didn't, not at all, and no one else that I've confided in has treated me any differently either. I realized that I was running away from the risk of being coddled like I had been during my treatment. It has taken me almost 4 years to see that my concerns weren't warranted. I carried a burden that didn't exist.
We kept talking. "Why did I feel so segregated and isolated from everyone else?" I asked my mentor. People have chronic struggles and hurdles to jump over daily, but most have not lived their lives on the precipice of death as I once did. "Everyone has something," she said. Although not everyone has had a bone marrow transplant, everyone has some story to tell. This is my story and, finally, I can tell it.
Over the next few days, I found myself being hypervigilant with the patients I met. A man with HIV neufor giving them insight into something so unique and personal. Dozens of my classmates came down afterward to give me hugs and shake my hand to thank me for sharing with them. It was a feeling I won't soon forget; I felt support and acceptance, but mostly relief.
Nobody had judged me or treated me any differently. I was still the guy who wears a broad-brimmed hat and long sleeves outside when it's 95° in the scorching California sun, but now they knew why.
Here at a well-renown medical institution, selfawareness and understanding were furthered. About 
